8 The T r agedy ofO thello 

lie fpend a word here in the houfe,and goe with you. 

Caf. Auncient,what makes he here ? 

Ia. Faith he to night,hath boorded a land C arrick ; 

If it proue la wfull prize, hee’s made for euer. 

Caf. I doe not vnderftand. 

Ia. Hee’s married, 

Caf. To who? 

Enters Brabantio,Roderigo,W others with lights 

and weapons. 

I a. Marry to. — Come C aptaine,will you goe? 

Oth. Ha,with who ? 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you. 

Ia. It is Brabantio, Generali be aduifde. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Holla, Hand there. 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Cra. Downe with him theife. 

la. You Rodengo, Come fir, I am for you. 

Oth. Keepe vp your bright {words, for the dew will ruft em. 
Good Seignior you fhallmore command withyeares 
Then with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foule theefc, where haft thou flowed my daughter? 
Dambdas thou art, thou haft inchanted her, 

For ile referre me to all thing of fenfe, 

Whether a maide fo tender,faire, and happy , 

So oppofite to marriage, that fhe fhund 
The wealthy curled darlings of ourNation, 

Would euer haue (to incurre a general mocke ) 

Runne from her gardage to the footy bofome 
Offuch a thing as thou ? to feare,not to delight. 

Such an abufer of the world, a praiftifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant? 

Lay hold vponhim,ifhedoe refift, 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Oth. Hold your hands : 

Both you of my inclining and the reft. 


<The Moore ofV enice. 

Were it my On- to fight,I Ihoiild haue knowne it, 

And anfwer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon till fit time 
Of Law, and courfe of diredt Sedion, 

Call thee to anfwer. 

Oth. What if I doe obey, 

How may the Duke be therewith fatished, 

Whofe Meffengers are heere about my hde, 

Vpon fome prefent bufinefle of the State, 

To bearemetohim. 

Officer. Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Cou n cell,and your noble felfe, 
I?mfureisfentfor. 

Bra. How? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time ofthe night ? bring him away. 

Mine’s not an idle caufe, the Duke himfelfe, 

Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feele this wrong, astwere their owne. 
Foriffuch a<ftions,may haue paffagefree, 

Sondflaues, and Pagans, final ourStatefmenbe. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke and Senators, fet at a Table with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There isno Compofition in. thefe newes, 

That giues them credit. 

1 Sena. Indeede they aredifproportioned, 

My letters fay, a hundred and feuenG allies. , 

Du. And mine a hundred and forty. 

2 Sena. And mine two hundred : 

But though they iumpe noton a iuft account, 

As in thefe cafes, where they aym’d reports, 

Tis oft with difference, yet doe they all confirme 
A Turkifh fleete,and bearing vp to Ciprejfe. 

Du. Nay,it ispoffible enough to judgement: 

I doenot fo fecure me to the error. 

But the mayne Articles I doe approue 
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